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Wherefore I would you wist, that for your coy looks
I am no man that will be trained nor tangled by such hooks.
And though some list to bow where bkme full well they micrht,
And to such beastes currant fawn that should have travail brignt,
I will observe the law that Nature gave to me,
To conquer such as will resist, and let the rest go free.
And as a falcon free, that soareth in the air,
Which never fed on hand or lure nor for no stale doth care,
While that I live and breathe, such shall my custom be.
In wildness of the woods to seek rny prev where pleaseth me;
Where many one shall rue that never made offence;
Thus your refuse against my power shall boot them no defence.
And for revenge thereof I vow and swear thereto
A. thousand spoils I shall commit I never thought to do.
>And if to light on you my luck so good shall be,
I shall be glad to feed on that that would have fed on me.
And thus farewell, unkind, to whom I bent too low:
I would you wist the ship is safe that bare his sails so low.
Sith that a lion's heart is for a wolf no prey,
With bloody mouth go slake your thirst on simple sheep, I say,
With more despite and ire than I can now express,
Which to my pain, though I refrain, the cause you may well guess
As for because myself was author of this game,
It boots me not that for my wrath I should disturb the same.*

XXXI

IF care do cause men cry, why do not I complain?

If each man do bewail his woe, why show not 1 my pain?

Since that amongst them all I dare well say is none

So far from weal, so full of woe, or hath more cause to moan.

For all things having life sometime have quiet rest:

The bearing ass, the drawing ox, and every other beast,

The peasant and the post, that serve at all assays,

The ship-boy and the galley-slave, have time to take their ease:

Save I, alas, whom care of force doth so constrain

To wail the day and wake the night continually in pain,

From pensiveness to plaint, from plaint to bitter tears,

From tears to painful plaint again; and thus my life it wears.

No thing under the sun that I can hear or see

^But moveth me for to bewail my cruel destiny.

For where men do rejoice, since that I cannot so,

I take no pleasure in that place, it doubleth but my woe.

And when I hear the sound of song or instrument,

Mcthinks each tune there doleful is and helps me to lament.